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Thanksgiving 

HE roar of the world is in inyears. 
Thank God for the roar of the 
world 1 

Thank God for the mighty tide of fears 
Against me always hurled ! 

Thank God for the hitter and ceaseless 
strife, 

And the sting of His chastening rod! 
Thank God for the stress and the pain 
of life, 

And Oh, thank God for God ! 

— Joyce Kilmer. 

The Candleholder 

"I will he a candleholder and catch the 

drippings.” — Adapted. 

What a truly delightful party was the 
Freshman Masquerade ! And how time- 
ly! Can you think of anything more op- 
portune than a Bal Masque on Hal- 
lowe'en ? The gym was a moving kaleid- 
oscope of light and color. Youth and 
heauty walked hand in hand. The cos- 
tumes were originally executed and 
cleverly displayed. Both the decorations 
and the refreshments showed ingenuity 
and foresight. The party, in every re- 
spect, was an immense success. 

* * * 

If anyone had happened to pass room 

any morning of last week, they might 

have gleaned certain interesting bits of 
news. The conversation going on within 
ran something like this (or thereabouts) : 

"O Honey, I just bate rainy weather, 
don't you?" 

“O yes, Honey, I do too." 

"Don’t you hope Rockhurst heats to- 
day?” 

"O Honey, I should say I do!” 

“You know, I was furious at the dance 
last night. The Chaperon followed us 
around the whole evening.” 

“O Honey, how terrible ! I’ll bet you 
were furious.” 

“And I don't know why she did. When 
f told Vic he was simply raving.” 

“O Honey, I’ll bet he was." 

"He certainly was, Honey.” 

"My, is that the bell, Honey? We’ll 
have to hurry.” 

"Just a minute, Honey, until I put my 
things away — all right. Let’s go, Honey." 
* * * 

Have you beard the last word in mys- 
tery, girls? About Catherine Dover's fin- 
ger? She injured it — hut no one knows 
how. Some say — sh-sh-she fell on 
(felon) it. Isn't that a joke? 

* * * 

Saturday afternoon, 4:00 p. m., on a 



crowded street car. Girls in furs and 
galoshes — a well-dressed old lady tightly 
clutching a little blue and pink silk striped 
hag — laborers, in short macintoshes and 
gunny-sack-wrapped feet — a small edi- 
tion of Trixie Friganza — an old couple 
alighting at the hospital — a feminine 
fashion-plate carrying home a new crea- 
tion and a fresh marcel — one good-look- 
ing male with crossed eyes and cross- 
stitched socks — blue eyes under a gray 
hat — icicles on the window bars — school 
ma'ams with rubbers and umbrellas ; ear- 
rings — overalls and rubber hoots — flam- 
boyant combinations of red and yellow — 
cold feet in buckled pumps — orange chry- 
santhemum against an ivory check — 
turned-up coat collars — muddy transfers 
tensely grasped by small fists — cheap 
furs — snow-frosted Stetsons — pink cheeks 
and a green slicker — wet feet — dainty 
pearls in [link ears — red hats — redder 
lips — brief-cases and compacts. 

* * * 

One of our most charming young stu- 
dents was greatly embarrassed last week 
when she took her small sister down 
town. The street car was practically 
filled when they entered, so they sat in 
the back next to the door. As the con- 
ductor opened the doors to allow pas- 
sengers to enter, little sister cried, “Shut 
the door ! Shut the door ! It’s cold !” 
The older girl’s pink cheeks grew yet 
more rosy, but little sister enjoyed it. 
Everyone turned to see her, and favored 
her with smiles. Tired eyes lit up with 
laughter. Once more youth had its way 



* * * 

Have you met our new Chaplain, girls? 
Father Doyle? I suppose you know 
Father McGraw has been changed to St. 
Michael's Parish. Although we were 
very sorry to see him go, we feel we are 
fortunate in securing Father Doyle's 
services. We hope in time he will feel 
quite as much at home at St. Teresa’s 
as Father McGraw. 

* * * 

Let’s he serious for a few minutes. 
During this month there is posted on the 
bulletin hoard, a list of good works for 
the Souls in Purgatory. The girls have 
been very faithful in drawing their little 
slips and performing the corresponding 
acts. Now may I offer a suggestion? 
Advent starts November 29. Don’t you 
think it would he a good idea to keep 
the little box posted until Christmas? 
Everyone imposes a penance on herself 
during advent so why not take this way 
of doing it? Do we say yes? Good . 

— Helene Berger, 26. 



Thanksgiving Thoughts 

Do we ever stop to think how our great 
grandfathers celebrated our first Thanks- 
giving Day in the year of 1621? If 
they with their hardships could celebrate 
this day, we certainly should pay tribute 
to our Creator for the blessings we have 
in our day. 

We do not count our blessings often 
enough, and for that reason Thanksgiv- 
ing Day and its feast of the harvest 
time are merely good times for everyone. 
We have many things to be thankful 
for, great and small. 

“After all, it is the little things 
That are more to us than the wealth of 
Kings. 

The song of a child can clutch our heart 
In a way unknown to a singer’s art ; 

The friendly grip of a calloused hand 
You cannot measure with coin or land. 
E’en the kettle that croons o'er the even- 
ing fire 

Is humming a song of a heart’s desire. 
And the singing wind with its sweeping 
rain, 

And the sunshine that smiles through a 
tear-drenched pane, 

And the stars you see in the sky o’erhead 
When little eyes dream in a trundle-bed. 
The last, sweet kiss, and a window light 
Whose yearning rays reach into the night 
To give a welcome and paint the way 
To someone who has gone astray — 
These, just these, are the little things 
That are more to us than the wealth of 
Kings. 

Money will shift as waves sweep sand; 
Power falters and falls from an ageing 
hand. 

So, money and power we can forget, 
They mean nothing to us when our eyes 
are wet. 

It is home, and friends, and the little 
things 

That are more to us than the wealth of 
Kings.” 

— Lucylle Smith. 26. 



Homeward Bound 

Long, I linger o’er my thoughts 
Of the days that long have past, 

And the loved ones now at home 
Whom we soon will sec at last. 

For Thanksgiving cheers us onward. 
With the thought of home and friends. 
And we long for all the blessings 
That the Heavenly Father sends. 

We have labored long and earnest, 

In our studies at Windmoor, 

And the thoughts of work accomplished, 
Makes our well earned joy the more. 

— Flora O'Toole. 
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Editorial 

With the Thanksgiving issue, The Gleam 
makes its entrance for 1925-26. It has 
a principal part to play in the school 
activities. Just how well it will play its 
part will depend not only on its staff, 
hut also upon its contributors. 

The power of the printed word was 
impressed upon all of us during the World 
War. It was said that the Kaiser’s 
forces did not weaken until the allies 
changed from bombarding men’s bodies 
with shot and shell to bombarding their 
minds with literature in the way of 
pamphlets. The same is true in civil 
life, and to bring the issue down to our 
own standard, the same is equally true 
in our school life, 

For many of us, this will be not only 
the one opportunity of seeing our literary 
work in print, but also the only opportun- 
ity of making our influence felt through 
the press. There is not one of us who 
does not like to think of himself as 
having a hand in shaping his fellow- 
being’s life. Here is our chance — yours 
and mine, fellow-contributor, to make the 
other person a little wiser, a little hap- 
pier, a little better, for having read our 
bit. If we succeed in doing this, the 
Gleam will not have played its part in 
vain, and will deserve a life of many 
years. 

Though it is just a bit too late to be 
writing about Girl’s Week, as long as 
this is our first issue, we feel that some 
mention may be made of it. If some were 
dubious as to the wisdom of such a plan, 
we are sure that before the week was 
over, all were loyal and enthusiastic sup- 
porters. For a good many years our 



brothers have belonged to such organiza- 
tions as the Boy Scouts and the R. O. T. 
C., and each year there has been a Boy’s 
Week. But it is in comparatively recent 
years, that the girls have had. the Camp 
Fire and Girl Scout organizations. And 
it is only in the present year that Kansas 
City, under the auspices of the Co-opera- 
tive Club, lias stepped forward and taken 
the initial step in making Girl’s Week a 
National Institution. 

We have all recognized the importance 
of stressing the point that our boys arc 
the men of tomorrow; that they are the 
leaders of our state, the makers of our 
laws. Somehow we seem to have passed 
over the equally important point that our 
girls are the women and mothers of to- 
morrow. Into their hands will be in- 
trusted the citizens of the next genera- 
tion. We were preparing for tomorrow 
when we inaugurated Boy’s Week, but 
we arc preparing for the day after to- 
morrow when we make Girl's Week a 
nation-wide movement. 



The present editor and staff wish to 
express their appreciation of the confi- 
dence placed in them by the students who 
chose them to edit and supervise The 
Gleam. Their only wish is that their 
best might be better. However, they 
will keep faith with those whose repre- 
sentatives they are, and with proud hearts 
will bear the torch. "Be it theirs to 
hold it high.” 

An Interview With a 
Missionary 

Miss Grace Schaffer, a missionary, has 
recently returned to her home in Kansas 
City after a journey through Alaska and 
an extended stay in Southern Africa. 
During October, she gave an instructive 
lecture, demonstrated by views, to the 
students in the school auditorium. 

Miss Schaffer is devoting her life to 
education and the progress of civilization 
in distant lands, her greatest ambition 
being to do good to others. For two 
long years she has lived in the very heart 
of Southern Africa, enduring hardships 
and deprivations in order to bring Chris- 
tianity into tbe lives of the savages who 
live there. 

Prince Sabuza and his family, rulers 
of this dusky race, cordially received Miss 
Schaffer, and honored her with an in- 
vitation to dine, a distinction with which 
no other white woman has ever been fav- 
ored. After many months of acquaint- 
ance she succeeded in gaining the confi- 
dence of the royal family, a feat which 
has never before been accomplished. The 
Prince, through the untiring efforts of 
Miss Schaffer, has mastered the English 
language, thus enabling him to under- 
stand the principles of Christian teach- 
ings. He has promised to convey this 
knowledge to his people, for it is only 
through the ruler that the savages will 
tolerate new ideas of any kind. They 
resent most fiercely any attempt made 
to civilize them, and for this reason the 
matter requires very delicate procedure. 
Even a Prince is liable to lose his life 
under such circumstances, no matter how 
careful he may be. 

We thank Miss Schaffer, and were 



certainly delighted to listen to one who 
has had such strange experiences. We 
wish her all the success in the world in 
carrying out her high ideals. 

— Lenadorc Bass, 26. 

Autumn 

In the wings, Winter awaits 
The curtain’s fall. 

As Autumn gives way to Fate 
The great ruler of all. 

But now, Autumn holds full sway, 

The stage is deck’d in glorious browns. 
And tender flowers and reddest apples 
lay 

Watching the leaves dance round. 

O' that beautiful dance of Fall. 

How the leaves whirl and madly scurry, 
For only a minute to remain 

And they must hurry. 

Lovely Autumn in richest hues, 

Each year far lovelier than the last. 
O sad that you must leave us, as time 
rules ; 

But listen to your praises, we are sing- 
ing 

All unask’d. 

— Mary Maryarcl Killiger, 26. 

With the Crusaders 

The meeting of the Catholic Students' 
Mission Crusade was held in the Study 
Hall, September 25. The annual elec- 
tion of officers took place: Miss Cath- 
erine Muchlschuster, president; Miss 
Mary Margaret Connole, vice-president; 
Miss Mary Ryan, secretary ; Miss Mary 
Purcell, treasurer ; Miss Dorothy Hackett, 
Shield Reporter; Miss Frances Harring- 
ton, business manager. 

The President appointed the following 
girls on the entertainment committee : 
Miss Catherine Mary Bellport, Miss Len- 
adore Bass, Miss Lucia Berger, and Miss 
Bertha De Lay. 

The Seniors have already given a 
photoplay, “Janice Meredith,” for the 
benefit of the Missions. 

The first year college girls have been 
quick to respond by giving a picnic at 
Indian Village, and a card party at the 
home of Miss Mary Margaret Connole. 

The Round-Table movement has been 
newly inaugurated, giving a new zest to 
the missions. Mary Margaret Connole, 
speaker of the first discussion of this 
kind, read an excellent paper at the No- 
vember meeting on missionary work in 
China. 

Whirls and Twirls 

This year we are very fortunate in hav- 
ing Miss Dorothy Perkins for our danc- 
ing instructor. The College Class is 
studying the basic principles of rhyth- 
mics. They find this very interesting 
as it is quite different from anything 
studied before. 

The High School is working hard on 
fundamentals and technique. 

The Junior Class has already begun a 
classical waltz. 

From the spirit the girls have shown, 
the dancing classes bid fair to be among 
the most popular of the school season. 
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“Fructus Inter Folia” 

1 wonder if among us there are some 
who are aspiring to become plastic 
artists. If so, "The Field of Art” by 
Royal Cortissoz, which is found in the 
November, 1925, Scribner's, would cer- 
tainly be of great value to such a one. 
This magazine article gives a sketch of 
the greatest works of the French sculp- 
tor, Emile Antonie Bourdelle. There is 
to be an exhibition of bis works at the 
Grand Central Galleries in New York, 
which will introduce to us the hero of 
the most portentous cult in modern sculp- 
ture since that of Rodin. 

"Everyday Life,” by Helen Dore 
Boylston, is an interesting article which 
is to be found in the November Atlantic 
Monthly. From “Everyday Life” we 
learn that the Albanians live today pre- 
cisely as they lived when Rome was a 
scattering of huts along the Tiber. This 
seems almost incredible. But recent pub- 
lications assure us that such is an absolute 
fact. Even the revolution of a few years 
ago seems to have made little economic 
change. But perhaps this slumbering 
state of the Balkans will be awakened 
soon, and contribute even to our own ad- 
vanced civilization. Who knows? 

Has it ever occured to you that The 
Extension Society can be called in all 
truth the Forty-Second and Broadway 
of the Catholic Church in America? This 
is a fact, because it is found that sooner 
or later every prominent churchman finds 
himself coming into the Extension to give 
it “a look over.” In the "Between 
Friends” of the November edition of The 
Extension, it is found that the Extension 
Society is trying once more to raise one 
million dollars for missionary purposes. 
The committee in charge of this finan- 
cial problem has stated ways in which 
Catholic Colleges and Academies may 
help to further this project ; it suggests 
that the solution is found in weekly dona- 
tions taken up among the students. It 
does not have to be much from each one, 
simply a matter of a few cents. But taken 
altogether the donations would make up 
finite a large sum for the Extension So- 
ciety to distribute among the home and 
foreign missions. This would be an ideal 
plan for the St. Teresa’s Mission Unit 
to adopt. How about it? 

When one considers the privileges of 
the Moslem women at the present time, 
in comparison with the privileges af- 
forded the American women, it will be 
readily seen that the American women 
have much to he thankful for. The con- 
ditions and hardships to which the Mo- 
hammedan women are subjected are al- 
most unbearable, but as they are by the 
Koran, allowed no self-vindication, they 
go day after day leading the slavish life 
mapped out for them by their slave- 
driving husbands. It almost makes one 
laugh even to try to imagine a high- 
spirited twentieth century American 
woman living under conditions similar to 
those endured by Moslem women. Amer- 
ican women have today much to be proud 
of, and it is to he hoped that they prove 
themselves worthy of the dignity and 
confidence thrust upon them. — (Extracts 
from "The Women Problem in North 
Africa.” — October 24 edition of “The 
Living Age.”) 



Most interesting is an article “Nation- 
al Trade” to be found in a back number 
of the Saturday Evening Post (Novem- 
ber 7, I believe). In this article we are 
able to get an idea of the immigrants 
who are coming into our country at the 
rate of three-thousand a day. Times 
have changed, for immigrants from Rus- 
sia, China, Greece, Italy, and other coun- 
tries no longer come here to take up 
some humble position as was the custom 
for foreigners in years gone by. 

But now the Russians, for instance, 
come here and in a few weeks’ time es- 
tablish themselves in a tailor shop, and 
before many years you will find Mr. 
I.apinski numbered as one of the most 
wealthy men of the city in which he has 
chosen to make his home. 

Another example is the Chinaman. 
Years ago it was the custom for the 
Chinese who immigrated to this country 
to start up a laundry business or an 
under-ground gambling den. but this also, 
as in the case of Mr. Lapinski, has 
changed. For Mr. Chinaman is now as- 
piring to the real estate business, and 
many of them have really an eye for 
business. They have certainly become 
proficient in such matters. 

The immigrating Greeks and Italians, 
also, have promoted themselves from run- 
ning fruit stands and pushing banana 
carts through the streets to the monopoly 
of grocery stores and restaurants of our 
American cities. 

All these people have started from the 
bottom of the ladder, and arc climbing, 
by their self-denial and labor, to the top 
rung of success. They are thinking no 
longer of Greece. Italy, China, or Rus- 
sia, but are concerning themselves wholly 
and entirely with the United States. If 
they are to remain here and become its 
citizens, these qualities will certainly help 
them to enjoy and appreciate the free- 
dom and prosperity of our country. 

— Mary Catherine McCusker, 27. 
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Madeira, The Fairyland of 
the East 

Before the great Mediterranean Sea is 
reached, one anchors off the balmly 
shores of Madeira. This little island para- 
dise is a series of mountains six thousand 
feet above sea level, which was caused 
by volcanic action of the still unfathomed 
ocean. Flanking the island are precipit- 
ous slopes, fluted with deep ravines, 
wnich give an architectural richness to 
the Island. 

Funchal is the capital of the Portu- 
gucst Island of Madeira, and boasts one 
of the most equable climates in the world, 
it was here that Christopher Columbus 
wooed and won bis bride, and in the Rua 
Dcreita a tablet marks the site of his 
home. 

1 lie soil is extremely rich and fertile, 
and from its abundant vineyards come 
the rich and fruity wines which makes 
Madeira famous. Funchal itself is re- 
nowned for its gardens, resplcndant with 
roses, azalias and bougainvillias. 

Even as we sail in sight of this fairy- 
land of color, we see swarms of tiny 
boats coming to meet us, bearing swim- 
mers from five years of age and up- 
wards. All are begging a silver coin 
which they dive for, and catch as it sinks 
in the clear blue water. These urchins 
learn to swim and dive, and no amount 
of cold water seems to bother them. For 
a dollar they will dive from the mast 
deck of an ocean liner, swim under the 
hull and come up on the other side for 
their rewards. In doing this they descend 
thirty-five feet under water and swim 
that depth for a hundred feet. They re- 
fused to dive for coppers as these coins 
are of no use on their island. 

One no sooner sets foot on the stone 
quay of Funchal than the quaintness of 
its town and people arc in evidence. The 
town lies around a beautiful harbour 
from which narrow streets lead up the 
rear slope of the mountains. 

Nowhere else in the world does one 
go sliding every day of the year without 
snow. A wicker work body on wooden 
runners with a canvas canopy and chintz 
side curtains makes an ideal vehicle for 
this billy little city. A team of patient 
oxen (cauas) is the motive power, and 
we ride in perfect comfort over small 
shiny cobbles with which all the streets 
are solidly paved. This paving was 
done completely by hand, and is made in 
colors and designs. It extends even to 
the highest mountain tops. 

The “chauffeurs” of these slides are 
necessarily strong-lunged individuals. 
They run mile after mile up bill and 
down, guiding the oxen with one hand, 
and lubricating the runners with an oily 
rag carried in the other. At the same time 
they carry on an animated conversation 
with themselves or their fellow country- 
men. These drivers in their youth prob- 
ably peddled pretty little boutonieres as 
the youngsters do today. These little 
urchins will chase you half a mile for a 
nickel ; their dimpled smiles are finally 
irresistible. 

The inhabitants of this small island, 
although for the most part poor, arc 
the happiest men, women, and children 
ever seen. The women do most of the 
labor from planting and gathering the 
grapes to making the wine. Everyone 



makes the lace and embroidery for which 
Madeira is famous. The features of 
these people are fine and delicately 
chisled. Their skins are olive brown, 
eyes dark, and hair straight and black. 
Here is one place you never see a stooped 
or round shouldered person from the 
children to the grandparents. This is 
caused from carrying heavy packs and 
baskets on tbeir heads. Everyone here 
speaks two or three languages, French 
being the most commonly used. 

The first evening we spent there, a ball 
was given in our honor at the Casino. 
Rain, earlier in the evening, caused the 
streets to be slippery, consequently out- 
drive up to the Casino, a height of some 
three thousand feet, was filled with many 
thrills. The night was very dark, the 
streets narrow and deserted, and every 
few minutes we were jerked around a 
sharp corner into a lane, still darker and 
narrower. All this combined with the 
screams and noise of our drivers, to- 
gether with the thumping and scraping 
of our slides was enough to frighten the 
bravest. 

But after a half hour we arrived at 
the gates of the Casino, and upon enter- 
ing, the sight that met our eyes amply 
repaid us. On all sides were gorgeous 
gardens connected by tiny pebbled walks. 
The whole enclosure was a mass of 
twinkling and many colored lights woven 
in among the trees and shrubs. The bor- 
ders of tbe flower beds and walks were 
lighted with tiny candle cups like those 
seen in our churches here at home. The 
Casino itself, is a gorgeous structure com- 
pletely surrounded by a large veranda 
which overlooks the bay. It is compar- 
able to Monte Carlo. 

The most exciting experience that Ma- 
deira offers is the four-mile "slide" down 
the mountain side. To get to the top wc 
must take the rack-and-pinion railway. 
The grade is steep and every few feet 
brings exclamations of delight. Our 
leisurely upward progress is marked by 
changing panorama of exquisite beauty, 
for every variety of semi-tropical vege- 
tation flourishes here on the warm south- 
ern slopes. The villas and homes are of 
every color known with bright blue and 
orange predominating. All the roofs are 
of red tile. '1 he ground, because of tbe 
ascent, is terraced over the entire island. 
As we near the top we are surrounded by 
clouds and mists. We bad a lovely lunch- 
eon served to us at the Inn. After an 
hour or so the clouds lifted, and we were 
able to view tbe flowered hillsides and 
the hundreds of miles of sunny sea which 
at last merges into the blue sky. The 
sight was gorgeous and almost indescrib- 
able. I laving looked our fill, we again 
resume our places in these unique con- 
veyances and start down the slopes. At 
times we crawl along the side of a deep 
ravine, then it is a brisk run between 
garden walls all covered with bright 
flowering vines, and peeping over which 
are many smiling faces. 

The last half mile is taken at a break- 
neck speed, and at the end wc find a 
warm reception of shopkeepers awaiting 
us. These shopkeepers offer the famed 
Madeira needlework for sale, and receive 
New York prices, unless you are a good 
bargainer. 

We were very sorry to sail away from 



Madeira, and after the short time spent 
there we could easily see how people 
woidd enjoy spending the entire winter 
under Funchal’s blue skies. 

— Mary Cecilia Kunt, 24. 
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"We Are the Music Makers 
and We Are the 
Dreamers of Dreams” 

To Sister M. Clotilda, who had charge 
of the Music Department from 1911 to 
1925, do wc dedicate this verse. 

We want to sing something but this is all : 
We try and we try, but tlie rhymes are 
dull 

As though they were damp, and the 
echoes fall 
Limp and unlovable. 

Words will not say what we yearned to 
say — 

They will not walk, as we want them to, 
Hut they stumble and fall in the path of 
the way 

Of our telling our love for you. 

Simply take what the scrawl is worth, 
Knowing we love you as the sun, the sod 
On the ripening side of the great round 
earth, 

That swings in the smile of God. 

* * * 

It was Wednesday, November 4th, in 
the Music Appreciation Class that my 
ancestry was discussed at the Round 
Table. Strange but true that at one 
time my ancestor was only a clavier, 
then a harpischord and here I am making 
my debut at St. Teresa's. From where 
did I conic? Hush and listen and I will 
tell. The Little Symphony prized me 
most highly and to reward St. Teresas 
for their fine attendance and splendid 
co-operation at their concert, appointed 
me as the foundation of St. Teresa’s Or- 
chestra. Every Tuesday I meet with 
them and on Wednesday the tiny tots 
keep time to my melodious sounds. What 
am I — Only a Piano. 

* ♦ * 

Fifty of us went to Ivanhoc one day 
To bear the Symphony Orchestra play, 
One man played the Cello, another the 
drum ; 

One played the fiddle, and then we be- 
gan to hum, 

IVay Dozi’ii Up-on I lie Swa-ucc River. 

* * * 

Professor Crosse paid his first advis- 
ory visit to St. Teresa's, October 21. 

* * * 

Although Friday, November 13th, is 
usually an unlucky day, it proved a very 
fortunate one for the audience who at- 
tended the entertainment of the Federated 
Music Club and heard Martha and Kath- 
leen Sodcn play. The Misses Sodens 
appeared as Maids of Erin. 

* * * 

Heard after a Symphony Concert: 
Freshie : "I did so like the tune the 

band played before the man came in and 
wagged the stick, and I loved to watch 
the man who swallows brass rods and 
pulls them up again.” 

What did she mean? 



An ideal day, a crowd of happy girls, 
beautiful Swope Park, and a tempting 
variety of viands. Who could wish for 
more in the material line? Certainly 
not the collegiate and academic students 
of the Music Department who attended 



the first social event of this season. It 
was a steak fry and the pleasure of this 
first "get together” will be long remem- 
bered. 

* * * 

The Junior recital in honor of St. 
Cecilia was the first public appearance 
this semester of the music pupils. Stu- 
dents from the vocal and violin depart- 
ments ably assisted and a pleasant hour 
of music was enjoyed by all. 

* * * 

Watch for the announcement of our 
other recitals. 

* * * 

Miss Mary Ryan and Miss Gwen d’ 
Hemccourt played at the November 
Rally of the Federated Music Clubs. 

Carvers of Words 

"Once more: speak clearly, if you speak 
at all ; 

Carve every word before you let it fall.” 

Art may be long and time fleeting, but 
in the case of Miss Catherine Helm, 
youthful talent appears in close pursuit 
of art. Miss Helm, a former member 
of the St. Teresa Dramatic Art Depart- 
ment, has won the coveted membership 
to the Dramatic Art Club of St. Mary 
of the Woods. The honor received by 
Miss Helm is very high considering that 
the Club consists of only twenty-five 
members who are selected from the most 
gifted of the student body. 

The Dramatic Art Department of St. 
Teresa College has been most fortunate 
in attending the season's best theatrical 
productions. During the week of Robert 
Manlell’s Shakespearean repertoire, the 
Dramatic Art Club gave a line party at 
the evening performance of "King Lear.” 
Almost the entire Junior College and 
Academy were present at the matinee "As 
You Like It.” 

Mr. Mantell is indeed a great artist. 
His portrayal of "Lear” was superb. 
Every movement in this play was a ges- 
ture of studied beauty. Mr. Mantell was 
ably supported by Miss Genevieve Hamp- 
den whose beautiful, well-modulated voice 
was indeed a delight. 

Miss Catherine Muehlschustcr, a rep- 
resentative of the Story Telling Class 
has been pleasing the children with her 
delightful tales. 

Miss Margaret Mary Cizick gave a 
very appropriate reading at the regular 
monthly meeting of the Mission Unit. 

On Sunday evening, November 8, a 
program was given by Miss Jo Zclma 
Smith, assisted by Miss Lenadore Bass 
and Miss Catherine Muehlschustcr, at 
the School for the Blind. The entertain- 
ment was thoroughly enjoyed by the fac- 
ulty and students of that institute. The 
reader's abilities were further demon- 
strated by the fact that all changes of 
mood were conveyed to the audience 
through the intonation of their voices 
and changes in position. 

A very ftdl calendar is promised for 
the season by the versatile classes. The 
College Seniors are planning an after- 
noon of one act plays. 

The High School Seniors are spending 
an enjoyable hour each week studying 
the one act play "Martha by the Day.” 

The Juniors, a very promising class, 



are studiously working on their annual 
play. 

Our energetic little folk will not con- 
sider being left in the shade by their big 
sisters. A presentation of unique Christ- 
mas plays is being planned for them. 
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Daubs of Paint 

The Art Department resumed its usual 
activities the tnird week of September. 
The enrollment of the school shows an 
increased appreciation in the pursuit of 
the study ot the Fine Arts. 

Unusual interest is shown in the mak- 
ing of the now popular posters — Health 
Fosters! Travel Fosters! Safety Posters! 
School Posters! These meet the eye at 
every angle in the studio. Several of 
the younger members have shown marked 
ability along this line as was evidenced 
in our recent exhibit. 

In the studio some excellent designs 
are on exhiuition. The study of color 
is being especially emphasized. Miss 
Helene Berger s work in this field de- 
serves special mention. 

National Picture Week, October 14-22, 
was ohserved in the Art Department by 
a special exhibit in the Sculpture Hall 
of one hundred of the most popular mas- 
terpieces. The masters of American Art 
occupied the most prominent place in this 
exhibit. A series of photographic views 
of the famous buildings in Florence have 
been donated to our studio, including The 
Duomo, Gitto’s Campanile, The Palazzo 
Vecehio, The Bargello, The Uffizzi and 
Fitti Galleries, and several of the works 
of art which they contain. Once a week 
the instructor makes a gallery tour with 
the students, and many a once vacant eye 
now beams with an intelligent apprecia- 
tion when some masterpiece is passed or 
mentioned. 

Recently an ambitious student asked 
the definition of a triad, and was in- 
formed by her more brilliant companion 
that a triad is merely a tryout from the 
color wheel. 

With the approach of the holiday sea- 
son, one notices a number of interesting 
sketches in oil, water and various med- 
iums in the making. Christmas cards of 
many fascinating varieties will soon deck 
the tables and desks of the studio. 

The China Department is also show- 
ing some very beautiful pieces in lustre 
and gold, such as breakfast, water, and 
fruit sets in conventional design, and 
demi-tasse in lustre and gold. 



Warblings 

"Singing is cultivated speaking." 

With this thought uppermost in their 
minds, the voice students find the study 
of voice culture a most interesting and 
absorbing one. At least that is their 
excuse when they stay overtime at their 
lessons. And from the frequency of these 
overstays, we are forced to believe that 
time has no place in the life of a voice 
student. 

The students are indeed fortunate in 
having for an instructor, one who has 
studied with Mr. William S. Brady of 
New York. 

October 27, several of the voice stu- 
dents attended the Fritschy concerts at 
which Renald Werramvrath, the great 
baritone singer, performed. Needless to 
say, they found the artist a great in- 
spiration and thoroughly enjoyed his pro- 
gram. 

The singing classes are spending the 
greater part of their time in preparation 
for the symphony to he held at Ivanhoc 
Temple. 



Monday, November 16, was “red let- 
ter day” in the lives of the voice students, 
for it was then that the long promised 
Glee Club was organized. Everyone is 
quite enthusiastic, and we feel splendid 
things may be expected. 

Miss Catherine Muehlschuster, lyric 
soprano, of the voice department, sang 
Thursday evening at a meeting of the 
Dillenbeck School of Expression Alum- 
nae Association. Miss Muehlschuster's 
numbers were: "My Laddie" by Taber 

and “Who’ll Buy My Lavender" by Ger- 
man. She was accompanied by Miss 
Isabelle Glick. 

At the regular monthly meeting, Miss 
Lucia Berger, mezzo soprano, entertained 
the members of the Mission Unit with a 
vocal number. 



The Book Worm’s Nook 

What could be more inducive to study 
than the wonderful library which St. 
Teresa possesses? Just a momentary 
glance at the many volumes, both fic- 
tional and educational, makes one feel 
as if he must delve into their depths, 
and start at once on the path to the 
Land of Knowledge. 

The library is such a cosy place with 
its atmosphere of silence, so conducive 
to concentrated and intensive study. It 
has often been remarked that the girls 
of St. Teresa's should never suffer long 
from homesickness, as entering the li- 
brary is like meeting a host of old friends. 

The following arc some of the new 
friends now ready to greet the girls: 

The Classical Investigation, by I. L. 
Kandel. 

The Little French Girl, by A. D. Sedge- 
wick. 

The Educational Supervision, by C. 
E. Scott. 

History of the Popes in XIX Volumes, 
by Dr. L. Pastor. 

Wordsworth’s Entire Works in X Vol- 
umes. 

Modern Times and Living Past, by H. 
W. Elson. 

The Hoosicr Schoolmaster, by E. Eg- 
glesoti. 

Brittanica Encyclopedia. 



Obey the Rules of Our School 

The success of a school depends upon 
its rules to a great extent. The spirit 
in which these rules are accepted is the 
criterion by which a school’s worth is 
judged. 

Perfect co-ordination between the in- 
structor and pupil is essential. Perfect 
co-ordination can only he attained by the 
strict observance of all rules. 

The laws of a school are made to bene- 
fit its students just as our constitution 
was made to benefit the people of Amer- 
ica. To obey the laws of our constitu- 
tion is the only way in which we can 
liecomc progressive citizens. Likewise, 
to obey the laws of our school is the 
only way in which we may mould our fu- 
ture lives — for are not these school edicts 
concocted solely for our betterment? 

Do not consider the rules of our school 
as hardships, hut as stepping stones to 
that self control so necessary for suc- 
cessful living in a democracy. 

— Bcrlic Forbstcin, 26. 



Ravelings 

The dressmaking shoppe of Carmody 
and Co. reopened for the fall and winter 
season on September 11. 

The first day brought forth many in- 
vestigators, and by the close of the first 
week a large class was organized, each 
member with very high ambitions to com- 
plete her year’s wardrobe. Great prog- 
ress is being made, and within a short 
time highly colored blouses may be seen 
throughout the halls. While in the shoppe 
a dainty selection of feminine apparel 
will he found. 

Visitors are most welcome. 



While the Pot Simmers 

"All good things come to those who 
wait.” 

We waited, we waited, we worked, we 
cleaned, and then — we cooked. Just ask 
the domestic science girls what it is to 
start housekeeping. We think Miss Car- 
mody could give us a suggestion or two. 
However, we thoroughly enjoy our 
kitchen days. In fact, these days stand 
out as being the best, for to us they 
mean “good things to eat.” 

We are still young and inexperienced, 
hut by the close of the year we expect 
to he efficient in the art of cookery. 
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A Kindly Suggestion 

A great editor once said, “Anything 
the Lord permits to happen is news for 
my paper.” But we cannot always agree, 
even with great editors, especially when 
the standard of a school paper is con- 
cerned. 

A great majority of present-day re- 
porters either rush madly after the 
snappy, breezy, shallow, free expressions 
which appear in spectacular reports of 
“unusual things,” or go the other ex- 
treme of a stilted style worthy of a "glor- 
ified Hector.” They should be remind- 
ed that a happy medium is at all times 
the fundamental basis of success, even 
in writing. 

You, as a contributor, may write an 
article having very fine qualities, but the 
article may happen not to fit in the pres- 
ent issue. This very often occurs, but 
sometimes our contributors do not stop 
to consider such possibilities. On the 
other hand, you may unknowingly fail 
to take note of all the factors necessary 
in preparing your article. Must the repu- 
tation of your school be disregarded? Of 
course not. We must learn to accept the 
idea that when the standard of the school 
paper or personal feelings arc in ques- 
tion, the individual must suffer. You 
well know that what your paper produces 
represents your school, be it good or bad, 
and that it has an unquestionable influ- 
ence on each individual who reads it. 
Your editor shoulders the responsibility 
of this influence, and she it is who must 
make the decision as to which article may 
or may not be accepted. You should 
value her opinion, and know that the 
trouble, if any exists, lies within your- 
self. In some way you have fallen be- 
low par, but do not let this discourage 
you. Take it cheerfully as a valuable 
lesson, and so improve your work that it 
will demand the stamp of recognition its 
a "worth while article,” that must be 
used. 

— Lcmdorc Bass, 26. 



Cliff’s Adventure 

Cliff Carson was tired of everything. 
He was thoroughly bored with life; he 
hated his money ; he despised the round 
of so-called pleasures in which lie and 
his crowd were forever indulging ; he 
was sick of dancing and all that went 
with it, such as the pretty speeches and 
love making which every girl with whom 
he danced or with whom he took one of 
those everlastingly confounded "strolls 
in the garden,” seemed to expect of him. 
Last of all, lie loathed himself for hav- 
ing put up with it this long. In short, 
he was leaving the city with its pretense 
and its gaiety intermingled with the 
heartaches which, not one of that pleas- 
ure-loving mob would ever acknowledge. 

"My first real adventure,” Cliff ex- 
claimed joyously as he slipped out of 
his apartment wearing the oldest suit he 
could find in his wardrobe, which, at 
that, was anything but shabby looking. 
In fact our friend Clifford had taken 
a knife and made a couple of rakish 
slits in the well-made suit. 

"I think, if I do say it myself, 1 have 
made a pretty good job of it. T think I 
look pretty disreputable,” murmured 
Cliff. 



“What’s that, sir?” asked the elevator 
hoy respectfully. 

"Nothing, nothing at all, my boy,” and 
he slipped a coin into the lad’s hand. 

* * * 

Virginia Gordon sat upon the steps 
of a neat looking white farmhouse which 
was her home. She was dreaming as al- 
ways, and gazing with unseeing, deep, 
brown eyes at the white fleecy clouds 
which drifted lazily across the deep blue 
of the mid-summer sky. Her lips were 
turned upward at the corners in a vague 
smile, and her hands rested languidly in 
her lap. The tiny, black clad feet were 
protruding from beneath a mass of light 
blue material, which instead of being 
worn, seemed to be floating about her. 
Above this her light curly hair appeared 
as spun gold. At least, this was the 
impression it gave to a certain individual 
who at that opportune (or inoppor- 
tune) moment came strolling up the road 
which wound picturesquely among the 
surrounding hills. As he caught sight of 
Virginia, the song he had been humming 
died abruptly in his throat ; his hands 
jerked out of his pockets; his feet re- 
fused to carry him one step forward or 
backward, his whole altitude was changed, 
and besides, from that moment on, his 
entire views on life in general were 
changed. 

Suddenly a squirrel danced merrily in 
front of Virginia, producing such a clam- 
or that she came to earth with a jump, 
both literally and figuratively, for the 
board step on which she was perched 
suddenly snapped in two, and the poor 
child was sent sailing down the remain- 
ing steps in a none too dignified manner. 
The tramp forgetting his appearance, 
and everything else for that matter, hur- 
ried over and lifted Virginia to her feet. 
Looking first at his clothes, the girl 
was a trifle alarmed, but upon meeting 
his eyes all fear left her and she smiled 
at him. Smiled, as she had never found 
it in her heart to smile before. 

That is how it came about that Clif- 
ford Carson, multimillionaire, acquired a 
job as farm hand upon the Gordon farm. 

"Cliff, 1 think father suspects,” Vir- 
ginia said one morning. He has con- 
sented to my going to school in New 
York, and you know he swore he would 
never sanction that. Then mother was 
commenting on the fact that you and I 
were seen together so often. 

“Well, why not tell them?” 

“That would indeed spoil everything. 
They are determined that I shall make 
a wealthy marriage. You can hardly 
blame them for thinking that I will be 
happier with everything that money can 
buy at my command. But they have for- 
gotten one thing, Cliff, and that is the 
greatest of all. Can you guess what it 
is, dear? 

“I don't have to guess, sweetheart. I 
know it is love. Love — the otic thing 
which is left out in most cases and, oh, if 
it were only considered, what a differ- 
ence there would be in this uninteresting 
existence,” and Cliff’s face hardened as 
he remembered how barely he had es- 
caped just such a fate as he was then 
picturing. 

"Dear, I've never heard you talk this 
way before. You sound as though you’d 



had lots of experience instead of work- 
ing on farms all your life.” 

"Dear girl, will you marry me on the 
salary I have as a farm hand? You 
know we could save at first.” 

"Haven't I always had to do it? Ex- 
perience will help us both now.” 

"Then you do love me truly?” 

"What a silly question.” 

What happened then has no connection 
with our story. 

The next evening two figures could 
be seen creeping stealthily around the 
corner of the little farm house. Cliff 
had asked for Virginia in the usual way, 
but her parents refused and raved some 
more (in the usual way). Of course 
the only way was to have it over with 
and trust to their parents' sense of humor 
(and romance) for forgiveness. The 
anxious couple climbed into an old ve- 
hicle, which looked as though it were 
about to fall apart any minute. But it 
didn’t, and our romancers arrived at the 
rectory without mishap and were mar- 
ried. 

To the surprise of the bride, a Pierce- 
Arrow roadster was waiting in front of 
the house as they descended the steps to 
go home, anil nowhere in sight was the 
little horse and buggy, which had car- 
ried them this far towards happiness. 
Cliff led Virginia to the car and invited 
her to step in. 

"B — But, Cliff, I don’t understand,” 
cried the bewildered girl. 

"I know, dearest, but you soon will," 
and as they drove towards New York he 
explained everything to her. 

The next day a green Pierce-Arrow 
pulled up in front of the Gordon home- 
stead and a radiantly happy Virginia 
followed by an elated Clifford sprang 
from it and up the steps into the house 
where she grabbed poor little unsuspect- 
ing Mrs. Gordon around the neck, while 
she tried in vain to recall everything in 
detail. 

"Oh, mamma, I’m so happy and you 
are too, aren’t you?” 

“I am for a fact,” beamed the brisk lit- 
tle woman. 

"Well, I only hope it turns out all 
right,” murmured the cynical Mr. Gor- 
don as Cliff took Virginia in his arms. 

— Kathleen Sodcn, 27. 
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Mass 

At the hour of death the Masses you 
have heard will be your greatest con- 
solation. 

Every Mass will go with you to judg- 
ment and plead for pardon. 

At every Mass you can diminish the 
temporal punishment due to your sins 
more or less according to your fervor. 

Assisting devoutly at Mass you render 
to the Sacred Humanity of Our Lord 
the greatest homage. 

He supplies for many of your negli- 
gences and omissions. 

He forgives you ail the venial sins 
which you are determined to avoid. He 
forgives you all your unknown sins which 
you never confessed. The power of Sa- 
tan over you is diminished. 

You afford the souls in Purgatory the 
greatest possible relief. 

One Mass heard during your life will 
he of more licncfit to you than many 
heard for you after your death. 

You arc preserved from many dangers 
and misfortunes which would otherwise 
have befallen you. You shorten your 
Purgatory by every Mass. 

Every Mass wins for you a higher 
degree of glory in heaven. You receive 
the Priest's blessing which Our Lord 
ratifies in Heaven. 

You kneel admidst a multitude of holy 
Angels, who are present at the adorable 
sacrifice with reverential awe. 

You are blessed in your temporal goods 
and affairs. 

When we hear Mass and offer the 
Holy Sacrifice in honor of any particu- 
lar Saint or Angel thank God for the 
favor. He bestowed on him, etc., etc., 
we afford him a new degree of honor, 
joy and happiness and draw his special 
love and protection on us. 

Every time we assist at Mass we should 
besides the other intentions, offer it in 
honor of the Saint of the day. 

Imprimatur 

St. Louis, 26. Sept., 1909. 

JOANNES J. GLENNON, 
Archbishop of St. Louis. 



My Visit to the Shrine of 
St. Ann d’ Beaupre 

During my visit in Canada I spent one 
day in motoring to the Shrine of St. Ann 
d' Beaupre which is situated on the north 
shore of the St. Lawrence River, twenty- 
two miles from Quebec. After driving 
through the crowded and narrow streets 
of the city we crossed a bridge and were 
on the road, which was lined on both 
sides by the quaint thatched roof houses 
of the French farmers. Their farms 
consist of strips of land which stretches 
far back from tbe houses. 

The church of St. Ann was, of course, 
hurtled several years ago, and they are 
now constructing a massive, fireproof 
building. The first of the churches we 
entered was the original church built to 
St. Ann. It was very small and quaintly 



decorated. From there we went to the 
memorial chapel, La Scala Santa, which is 
two stories high. Downstairs is the 
Grotto of the Agony; upstairs the Sacred 
steps which are ascended on one’s knees. 

The church of St. Ann is now a tem- 
porary building in which are the mirac- 
ulous statue, the golden case containing 
the relic of St. Ann, and many testimon- 
ials left by thankful pilgrims. 

—Dorothy Hackett, 27. 



Leaves 

The sky is gray 
On this wintry day. 

The air is chill, 

The birds arc still. 

The wind roars 
Past our doors. 

'File trees send back an answer 
And the leaves fall. 

0 swirling symbols of Youth, 

1 hate to see you blown away. 

As you have clung to the tree 
So my hopes have clung to me. 

O you, who were so gayly deck'd, 
Whither has your sad fate blown you? 
Flown, discouraged, nigh forgot 
You hurry yourselves in doing good, 
To nourish the soil beneath that tree 
Which lias cast you down so carelessly. 

— Mary Margaret Killigcr, 26. 



A Field Excursion 

Thursday, November 5, the Botany 
Class went to Swope Park. This was 
the first field excursion of the year. All 
were anxious to secure collections of 
pods, berries, grasses, and leaves. Six 
varieties of oaks were found and dis- 
tinguished, namely, the red, white, chest- 
nut. bur, post, and shingle. 

At the lagoon several specimens of 
moss were secured, but the most exciting 
event was the catching of a crawfish 
and a frog. Being exclusively interested 
in plant life, these were donated to the 
general science class. The time being 
limited, only a few of tbe many plants 
noticed could be collected. 

On the way home “other" specimens 
of quite a different nature were found 
such as delicious hamburgers, which were 
not difficult to distinguish or hard to 
appreciate. 

— Flora O’Toole, 26. 
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AND 




OTHERWISE 



Children’s Column 

A bedtime story lor the younger set: 
Dear 1 .ittle Reader : 

It behooves me on this oeeasion to tell 
you of little Red Riding Hood. It will 
lie enjoyed by both young and old. The 
plot is very deep, therefore I prithee fol- 
low closely. 

Once long ago there lived a man in 
the township of Dcana. He was the 
father of little Red Riding Hood. Oh, 
he was a big man and a mighty man. He 
was a very good man, too. 

1 lis daughter would always lake little 
slips into the woods. For you see she 
was very athletic — so athletic that every 
morning she would take the South Bend 
in Dcana— which led her through the 
above mentioned forest. One day while 
tripping lightly through the darkening 
woods she came upon a hundred wolves 
— no — it must have been two hundred 
wolves. And it might have been five 
hundred wolves. (The exact number is 
not known for that page is torn out of 
my book). Anyway, it was a lotta 
wolves. The head wolf, one might call 
him the leader of this great pack, being 
of vicious nature, bared his gleaming 
white fangs before her very face. Poor 
little Red Riding Hood turned away in 
dismay — for even his best friend wouldn’t 
tell him. Upon seeing little Red Riding 
Hood’s disgusted look, in a sudden fit 
of anger the head wolf bit off her head! 
The rest of the wolves stood hack in 
a-w-w-e as they watched him tear off 
her fingers! — her arms! — her little feet! 
— oh, he tore her limb from limb! — he 
tore her into shreds ! Hc-a-r — I don't 
know what else he did to her. (That 
page is also missing.) 

But thus sadly ended the story of poor 
little Red Riding Hood, the little girl 
who lived in Deana. 

And now, my dear children, I wish 
you pleasant and peaceful dreams. 

P. S. The next bedtime story to be 
told in this column is the short tale of 
“The Bear and Goldilocks.” 



Heard About the Campus 

Two girls were at a park band concert. 
Man — “That selection must be the 
Miserere from 11 Trovatore.” 

Margaret — “No, I am certain that it is 
a selection from ’Faust.’ ” 

Whereupon Mary goes up to the plat- 
forms, peers at the sign, and returns to 
enlighten Margaret. “We were both 
wrong. That was the ‘Refrain from 
Smoking.’ ” 

* * * 

Now is the time to buy your thermome- 
ter. It will be higher in the summer. 

* * * 

If Shakespeare were living today he 
would be looked upon as a great man. 

Of course lie would — he would be 300 
years old. 

* * * 

Margaret Ann would like to know : 
"How far does a man have to be bent 
before be is broke?” 

♦ * * 

Teacher: “Johnny, do you know how 

that rat got in here?” 

Johnny: “Naw." 

Teacher : “That's possible.” 

* * * 

She: "Where are you from?” 

He: "From West Virginia.” 

She: "Strange, you don’t talk like a 

Westerner.” 

* * * 

Private and cook were arguing when 
the sergeant entered. 

Sergeant — “What’s all the row about?” 
Private (handing Kim a canteen) — 
"Taste this.” 

Sergeant — “That's the finest soup I’ve 
ever tasted.” 

Private — “Well, that cook is trying to 
make me believe that it is coffee.” 

* * * 

Miss Stewart to the history class — 
"Eva, can’t you think of anything you 
were deprived of during the war?” 

Eva — “Well, let me see — yes — men.” 

* * * 

Wise Student : "Work must be a won- 
derful companion.” 

Miss Carmody: “Yes — that is sew.” 



Army Camp (one of the soldiers) : 
"Say buys, look what the wind blew in.” 
Ncwv Arrival : "Wind nothing, boys, 

it was a draft that blew me here." 

* * * 

Some boarders must occupy their lone- 
ly moments. Eva Conner, Catherine Do- 
ver and Constance present the following : 
Where did Yellowstone- Park? 

Why was Accumu-late? 

Who is Ac-Custom? 

Where did Al-ly ? 

Did you met-er? 

Who will give Sopho-morc? 

Where did Mill Creek-Drive? 

How is Brook's-side? 

Hoos-ier teacher? 

What makes the bed-spread? 

Can you count-er panes? 

What does Cadil-lac? 

When did hair-dye? 

Why does bath-robe? 

Why should an ap-ron? 

Why does powder-puff? 

Why does a table-cover? 

Who would kid-gloves? 

Why has Santa-Claus? 



CRESTWOOD BAKERY 

327 East 55th Street 
Hiland 5396 



IKttali? 

PIANOFORTES 

Ampico 

Knabe Ficher 

Knabe Pianos 

Victor Orthophonic Victor Records 
4634 Mill Creek 
Country Club Plaza 
Open evenings 
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Statements 

' Marjorie, if those Brownson’s state- 
ments are not in the mail by midnight, 
you are not going to Europe.” 

'Now Dad!” Marjorie wheedled. 
"Don't 'now Dad’ me. 1 mean it,” 
and sue knew that he did. Whenever 
Air. Mcrcuith said Marjorie instead of 
Marge to his motherless and only child 
he meant just what he said. 

"But you can't stop me now, Dad. I 
am to sail day alter tomorrow. Mar- 
jorie spoke entreatingly. 

"1 not only can, hut will,” her father 
returned. "Marjorie, you promised a 
great many tilings when i consented to 
let you he my secretary. You have failed 
me more than once, gone off to parties 
and 1 said nothing. But now, Marjorie, 
it is too late to get someone else to do 
those statements, and they mean one hun- 
dred thousand dollars, bo you are going 
to do them and get them out tonight.” 
"But Daddy, Ronald is taking me to 
the football game this afternoon.” 

"No he isn’t! 1 told that scallawag 
last night that he had worn out his wel- 
come here. You won't he bothered with 
him any more.” 

“Dad ! you didn’t ! You couldn’t have 
done such a thing!” 

"I'm sorry, Marjorie, 1 had to do it. 
Now if you don't sulk, you can have 
those statements for me. You won’t be 
interrupted with Ronald out of the way." 

Marge stared mutely at her father as 
he kissed her and left the spacious 
library. Unconsciously she picked up the 
books and ledgers on her father’s desk 
and mounted the stairs to her own sitting 
room. Suddenly she became angry and 
threw the hooks on the table. She had 
a wild desire to scream and to throw 
things about the room. Then came her 
father's words, “You’ve failed me more 
than once.” So, determined to show her 
father she could work, and to make him 
apologize to Ronald, Marge made a des- 
perate effort to collect her wits and 
started on the statements. 

Before long a discreet tap sounded on 
her door. The butler entered. 

"Beg pardon, Miss Marjorie, the cook 
is asking for today’s menu.” 

“Never mind the menu. I can't eat 
for ten hours yet, and I won’t be par- 
ticular then. Just go away and leave 
me alone.” Willets departed. He was 
hack again before Marge had done much 
work. 

"Miss Marjorie, George reports the 
big car has a flat tire, and he asks the 
use of your roadster to call for your 
father. He won't have time to change 
»» 

"Let him take anything on the place,” 
Marge interrupted. 

A maid came in to dust, but she did 
not stay long. Marjorie was losing her 
patience. The phone rang. She let it 
ring, hut she added all her figures wrong 
while it was ringing. Things went from 
had to worse as the afternoon proceeded. 
Marge was utterly worn out when she 
finished the last statement after eleven 
hours’ work. Triumphantly, with ink on 
her nose and hands, she carried the en- 
velope containing the statements to the 
library. Her father kissed her and mut- 
tered, “good girl.” Suddenly he gasped. 
“Marge, what have you done? These 



statements are Bronson’s statements and 
1 wanted Brownson's.” 

“Oh no!” protested Marjorie. She 
leaned weakly against the desk, as her 
father nervously tore open the envelope. 
He hurriedly looked over the papers, 
then sank into a chair pulling Marge 
with him, and began to laugh. 

“You have earned your trip, child, 
though you almost lost it at the end. 
You only addressed it wrong. And by 
the way, Marge, Ronald is sailing with 
us Wednesday.” 

— Louise Walsh, 26. 
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At the beginning of the athletic sea- 
son, it would he well for the girls to 
remember that, if by exercise, they keep 
themselves physically trim, they will de- 
velop and enlarge their mental capacity. 
Let every girl report for active work in 
athletics, and so acquire that sylph-like 
form so much desired. 



On Wednesday, Octolrer 14, a Basket 
Ball meeting was called. The Instructor 
decided that it was best to have a "Wind- 
moor” team this year instead of separate 
College and High School teams as had 
been proposed. Miss Mary Margaret 
Connolc was elected Manager of the 
team, and Miss Billie Bellport, Assistant 
Manager. We are sure that they will do 
their best to secure a most successful and 
enjoyable season. 



Interest 

This year the interest in Athletics is 
rapidly increasing as is shown by the 
large number of girls in both College 
and High School, who reported for active 
duty in Basket Ball and Volley Ball. 
As in the preceding years, pennants will 
be awarded to the winning teams in both 
sports. 

Volley Ball 

The Volley Ball finals are now being 
played. 

The first, a battle between the two 
grade teams, the Blues and the Yankees, 
was played November the 19th at three 
o’clock. It was very exciting as every- 
one expected the Blues to win, while the 
Yankees came out on top with a score 
of 21 to 18. 

Some of the yells heard during the 
game were : 

"Barney Google. Andy Gump, 

We think the Blues are all the bunk." 

— Helen Frances Ttvombley. 

"Barney Google, Andy Gump, 

We’ve got the Blues all on the jump.” 
— Jane Gross. 

After the game, was heard this yell of 
triumph : 

"He, he, he, ha, ha, ha, hor, hor, hor, 
The poor old Blues are no more.” 

— Mary Alice Murphy. 



The second contest, between the 
Freshmen and Sophomores, was held the 
same night. The Sophomores were de- 
feated, the Freshmen winning by a score 
of 21 to 10. 

The third contest was to have been 
between the Seniors and the Juniors. 
The Seniors forfeited the game to the 
Juniors. This contest was to have taken 
place November the 20th. 

The fourth contest held also on the 
20th was between the Freshmen and the 
Yankees. The Yankees put up a good 
fight but were defeated by the Fresh- 
men. The score was 21 to 10. 

'I'he fifth and sixth contests will be 
held Monday, the 23rd. The fifth con- 
test is between the first year College 
and second year. The sixth between the 
Juniors and the Freshmen. The final 
contest will be held Tuesday, November 
the 24th, at 3 p. m„ when the winning 
team of the College plays the winning 
team of the High School. The pennant 
will then be awarded to the victors. 



Basket Ball 

So far, two basket ball teams have 
been arranged, the P. E. P.’s, whose cap- 
tain is Berdic Forbstein, and the W. O. 
P.’s, whose captain is Billie Bellport. 
There is enough material for at least 




three or four more teams, so here is your 
opportunity, girls, to become really ac- 
tive. It is from these teams that the 
Varsity team is selected. If you come 
out now for these smaller teams, you 
will have a much greater chance of mak- 
ing the Varsity, and is not that the goal 
of every one of us? 



The Greatest Game of All 

There is something about a football 
game that reminds me of that other 
game — of life. We start out with an 
idea of attaining victory and work to- 
wards it. What that victory may be de- 
l>ends upon our ideals. "They are weak, 
they are strong.” Ideals have been scoffed 
at since the world began. They are 
made of such tender stuff that the first 
whiff of a storm may blow them away. 
Before our great goal may be reached, 
we must overcome huge obstacles. They 
are always there. There could be no vic- 
tory without them. How glorious is a 
good game, well played ! How sports- 
manlike the players! How we like to 
see the conquered smile and bear it! 
One defeat does not mean failure. We 
learn from each how to attain victory 
best, at the last. Play the game ! Use 
the same principles in life that a good 
sportsman uses on the field. When we 
see a player coming through, the ball 
under his arm, we cheer him. Then, let’s 
help the other fellow. Let’s cheer him, 
when he is coining through to victory. 

— Mary Margaret Killigcr, 26. 
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